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	1. Chapter 1

_**The date is 31 July 2027, and Harry is turning 47. Life has settled in the past few years, perhaps too much for his tastes. But what plots lurk in the shadows of Harry's life, waiting to stir things up again? Beware the ancient, hidden secrets of unknown potential, for even the knowledgeable must take great care when handling them…**_

* * *

><p><strong>AN: This is my new idea which has been bugging me enough to merit a story. The summary is above, for those who thought the title was more interesting than the summary, but changed their mind in the last five seconds. Anyway, I don't own rights, nor do I earn money, and I hope you enjoy my creation. Cheers!**

* * *

><p>Harry Potter was quite preoccupied. He had few things consciously on his mind, but he managed to be preoccupied anyway. As he walked slowly from his house to the edge of its wards, perhaps 30 meters away, he managed to cover three different topics, none of any real significance. He didn't even have new thoughts on any of these topics, he simply thought of them out of habit, and a small amount of annoyance.<p>

_Why are these wards so necessary?_ His train of thought began. _I wish I could apparate and disapparate from inside my own home, like normal people. _And he was off. From there it slowly got worse. _I wish I wasn't so famous. That's the real problem here. I have a hard enough time living a normal life outside of my home that the only way I can have one inside my home is to hide. To hide from everyone, save close friends and family._ Here his thoughts took a slight upturn, although that upturn was tainted by years of irritation. _At least my birthday party won't be in some warded off, hidden area. This party will be at a proper house, that doesn't need those things. But I really do wish I could live like that all the time. That would be the most ideal._

At this point, Harry was nearly to the wards, and became preoccupied with thoughts of his destination. Apparation required concentration, after all, and he found that focusing for a few seconds before the final act of turning on his heel and disappearing helped, even if it wasn't necessary anymore. What Harry didn't know about, however, were the people just beyond his wards, waiting for him. They were hidden in ways most could never hope to understand, and many of the rest never would anyway. You couldn't blame him for missing them.

And yet.

Harry wasn't caught completely unawares. He rarely was, although he had only the vaguest of notions why. All he knew was that he could feel danger, in the most intangible and indescribable way, a split second before he was actually in danger. Combine this with the reflexes of an auror of many years, and one was hard-pressed to fully catch him off guard. This time, however, his instinct didn't serve him very well. He was focused on something other than guarding himself, and when his concentration shattered, all hell broke loose.

As soon as he crossed the ward line, he ducked. He barely gave the motion a second thought, and gave only slightly more thought to the motion of drawing his wand and tucking into a ball as he rolled suddenly to the left. These actions had saved him enough times that he trusted them, and performed them automatically. He was quite disoriented internally, however. His focus had gone from the Burrow, a place of safety and ideals he wished after, to a combat maneuver in no time flat. As he completed the roll, still mostly on autopilot, he put up a shield after sending off three random stunners. His roll hadn't taken him near enough any cover that he could hide, and he still didn't even know what he would be hiding from. Staying so still was a mistake. He could never have known it, and on such a timescale, human reactions fail at a fundamental level, but being still for the minutia of a second he was ended the battle. The experienced ambushers weren't expecting his dodge of their initial attack, nor his counterattack. But they had seen such actions before, and in the time it took for Harry to roll to the side, attack at random, and shield, a counterattack was launched by the most grizzled veteran of the group. Despite his shield, Harry dropped like a sack of potatoes.

* * *

><p>Slowly, warily, the attackers gathered around the fallen man, not daring to drop their concealment spells. None knew how he had anticipated an attack, and all were wary of a fake-out, unlikely as it may have been. Then one of them broke the silence.<p>

"He's out like a light. I know because my spell certainly hit him, and it never leaves a conscious victim, even if they were shielded," the one who had successfully taken Harry down stated with confidence.

"Are you sure you hit him?" asked another, "I was sure my first shot was on target as well, but that one very clearly missed!"

"Calm down, I know I hit him. See?" the first speaker dropped their concealment, carefully pointed their wand, and cast a spell that only his companions could have recognized. As a result, Harry's body rose like a marionette, swaying slightly with the force of being lifted so suddenly. Harry showed no reaction. All of the ambushers knew that spell also caused a major burst of pain. Nothing real, just a sensation. And yet, Harry had shown no reaction, despite the impossibility of such a feat when conscious.

"Alright, point made, you can put him down now," said a third voice, this one female. As she spoke, she and the others slowly dropped their concealment spells, revealing five individuals, wearing nondescript robes, standing in a rough arc around Harry's unconscious body as it fell back to the ground.

"So…are we going to continue as planned? Nothing seems to have gone wrong," Another female speaker asked.

"First we have to move him, the spell that missed him could have triggered the wards as an attack, and we need to be careful," the first speaker said, "I'll need all of you to help with this."

The five of them all nodded, understanding perfectly. They had planned to move him, of course, even if the urgency of doing so had increased. Vaguely Greek chanting began to fill the air, as the ambushers moved to complete a circle. Each person pointed their wand at the person to their left, and a pentagon of yellow light began to form in the space between them. Once this happened, the chanting slowed, then stopped. The pentagon remained as the first man spoke once more.

"He's a celebrity, and although we don't know his private face, in public he seems indifferent to his fame. Knowing the stories of his youth, this attitude is understandable, and we should proceed accordingly."

Everyone present knew what he meant. This ritual, while convenient, relied heavily on the intent of all involved. They each figured how they would compensate their intent for Harry's unconscious will and personality.

As the ritual continued, the chant started up again, this time in a more familiar dialect of Latin. The members pointed their wands at the person next to the person on their left this time, forming a star shape. After this, each began to do something different. One waved his wand around, drawing shapes within the pentagon and star. Another pointed her wand into the air, slowly creating a web in the air, which Harry might have said looked like priori incantatem, had he been awake to see it. The web reinforced all of the glowing lines it touched, solidifying them. A third seemed to be casting a dedicated defensive barrier, reinforcing it as the ritual progressed. The fourth participant stood, ready. He appeared to be the backup, in case one of the others failed at the difficult task set before them.

The final ambusher, the grizzled one who had hit Harry with his spell, stood focused on one thing only; the subject of their ambush and who he was. The others took care of the rest, for the most part, even as in the back of his mind, he took some of their burden. But his conscious mind was focused on Harry. He built the whole of Harry's personality as he knew it, fitting the image of a celebrity into the plan for the ritual. Then, as the ritual reached a high point, he raised his arm. And pointed it directly at Harry.

At this point, everyone else stopped what they were doing. They weren't necessary anymore, unless their part of the ritual failed. The grizzled man spoke in a strange tone of voice, and his words were incomprehensible to everyone present. He spoke for precisely seven minutes about exactly what he knew, even though he himself couldn't understand his words.

And then everything _shifted_.

* * *

><p>Where they were, few knew. Many more knew or guessed things about it. One certainty they all had was that the most difficult part was still ahead of them. Here, everyone was half conscious. Everyone but Harry.<p>

That didn't make handling him any easier.

Immediately, things went wrong. They all felt a separation. On further investigation, the separation was important, related to their plan. But only the grizzled veteran knew exactly what it was.

He wasn't sure he could fix it.

Rapidly willing change, he broke all of the rules for travel in this place as they knew them. This plan had to succeed. But why…oh yes.

Failure. He had failed. Harry was gone. But who was…

They were deposited on a deserted island in the middle of the Caribbean. That wasn't where they wanted to be.

* * *

><p>Harry slowly rose into consciousness. His breathing didn't change. His eyes didn't twitch behind their lids. He remembered being attacked, losing. That meant carefully waking up, attempting to hear what his general surroundings were, before bursting as much wandless magic as he could in every direction that even might have an enemy. Only then would he move. But he couldn't hear much. It sounded as though he was alone in a room. Wall piercing spells it was then, to be safe. He silently thanked his auror training for its torturous thoroughness. Then he burst out four 90º angle wall piercing spells designed to temporarily debilitate an enemy. He had 15 seconds. Jumping off the ground, unconsciously casting a lighting spell to fill the darkness, he waved his hand at the door, opening it. He rushed out; guard up to see…a street. The street was quite normal, by wizarding standards, if you ignored the cringing people in a 30 foot radius, and the others staring at them.<p>

"What's going on here?" Harry demanded, confused beyond belief. He was certain he had been ambushed, captured, and that had been near his house.

"You tell me!" someone shouted back, outside the radius, "They all just folded over in pain!"

At this, the people began to collapse, gasping breaths of relief. That hadn't been 15 seconds. Harry must have been hit hard. Pushing that thought, aside, he went to the nearest collapsed person, pulling out his wand. HIS WAND! How did he still have his wand? Just what had happened after he was knocked unconscious? He stared, shocked.

He was pulled from his thoughts when the man who had shouted back at him walked up and asked, "Are you alright? Whatever it was, it seems to have worn off. And, if you're any indication, only affected the outdoors in a small radius."

Harry, still slightly stunned, replied, "Yeah…I'm fine." He then bent down to check on the person he stood next to, waving his wand in the familiar motions. Vitals, magic levels, all normal for having been hit by his debilitating hex, if perhaps a bit closer to a normal person's than usual.

"Well, nothing seems too out of the ordinary, other than some slightly scrambled magic and elevated respiratory activity," he reported.

"You can tell that?" the man asked.

"I had…basic healer training. I can't do much more than tell what's wrong and fix simple things. As is, rest is probably the best option; St. Mungo's would probably just say the same." Harry briefly considered telling the man about his auror training, but decided to keep erring on the side of caution, in case a very elaborate ruse was in effect. Unlikely, given that he had his wand, but not impossible. CONSTANT VIGILANCE! As Alastor always used to say. Even then, look how he ended up.

The man was checking the person's pulse by hand, asking how they felt, and getting a quiet response. "I can't tell as well as you, but it sounds like you're right," he said, "in my unprofessional opinion, I'll defer to your diagnosis."

"Yeah, I'll just check the others then," Harry said before doing just that. All of them had reduced effects from the hex, and none answered any questions unusually for someone unexpectedly attacked on the street. They seemed like normal people. So what was going on here?

After checking everyone over, Harry addressed them all as a group. "Right, so it would appear that whatever caused you temporary pain has done nothing more serious than slightly scramble your magic. You may not even have trouble casting spells, but taking it easy for the rest of the day is advised. Other than that, continue about your business, if you don't have any questions." He didn't expect any, having had a short conversation with each of the 12 people caught in his hex. And he was right. The man who had helped him investigate walked up though.

"Well, I don't believe I caught your name, I'm Franklin, Franklin Jennings. And you?"

Harry was caught off guard. "Uh…Perry, Perry Hotter," he said without thinking. Then he cringed. Hard. That was certainly the way he introduced himself most, never needing to introduce himself by his actual name, but that was his bedroom name. Ginny had made it up. While drunk!

The man stared. "So…you're muggle born too, I take it? That isn't a very…wizarding…name."

Harry thought very quickly. "No…it's German. H-a-u-t-e-r. And yes, a muggle name."

"I see," the man said, "that makes a bit of sense. More than I could make of it anyway."

"Yes, it's not exactly a…common name," Harry replied, "At any rate, what do you make of what happened here?"

"Frankly, I'm at a loss," Franklin replied, before flinching a bit, "no pun intended."

"What? Oh, yes. Your name. Well I don't know either. I've never heard of a spell that affects an area like that so specifically, or wears off so quickly. And who on Earth cast the damn thing?" Harry wondered aloud.

"Once again, I'm at a loss. I probably don't have as much experience as a trained healer, I work a desk job at the ministry."

"What department?" Harry asked, still attempting to trip someone up and get to the bottom of the mystery.

"Hmm? Oh, goblin liaison, I file and edit reports. Not many spells involved in that. No interesting ones, to be certain, not since the last war," Franklin said without hesitation.

Harry knew that such positions existed, even the aurors had report filers, although it was a rotational position unless someone was too injured to do anything else. Or unless someone was being punished. "Well, I don't know what to say. Maybe mention this at work, to the DMLE. They could investigate it," Harry suggested.

"Yeah, maybe. I suppose this is where we part, then, unless you'd like to come with."

Harry didn't think visiting the department he worked for in whatever version of reality this was would be a good idea until he knew more. "No, I have a pretty urgent engagement that I'm running up on, after dealing with this mess. Good luck!"

"Yeah, same to you," Franklin replied, before turning on the spot and disappearing.

That was odd. Ever since the war, the ministry had been protected from even employee apparation. Maybe he'd headed home, to floo in. Even that was more secure, but it was at least plausible. Why was everything so plausible? Ruses always had holes, if one looked hard enough, but this one didn't have any.

Except.

It hit Harry like a truck. The realization struck him so hard he nearly fell over.

No one knew who he was. Franklin had even asked for his name.

This had to be a ruse. No one on the street knew who the Boy Who Lived was.

* * *

><p>After realizing this, Harry simply wandered for some time. He enjoyed the feeling of normality. He'd wished for it so many times, and though this may not have even been a real world, he enjoyed it as much as he could. After all, the next step was escape. That could wait, this particular ruse had no pressing matters to deal with.<p>

After wandering aimlessly for a few blissful hours, Harry had also figured out where he was. Business had slowly taken over his mind, out of pure habit. He had noticed small incongruities that confirmed it wasn't the real place, but it was meant to be a small country wizarding section of a village he'd been to once before. He couldn't remember the name, but he remembered enough details of the areas he'd fought in to see the differences. No scars, for one. Most obvious things would have been fixed by magic anyway, but he remembered a sign that had been moved after being knocked down, when he stuck around for questioning and saw the repair wizards at work. He didn't know why, which had helped cement the detail in his mind. But now he was ready for the first test. Judging from the quality of the environment he was in, and the detailed personalities he'd encountered, it wouldn't work, but it was always a starting point. Picturing the woods just outside of his wards, he turned on his heel and vanished with a sharp _crack!_

Harry appeared in a wooded area. It even looked like what he had pictured. How interesting, he hadn't seen that before. Must be a very advanced illusion to include a feature like that. But there was one thing he knew for certain, and confirmed with a few steps in the right direction. The wards of his house weren't where they should be. They ordinarily hid everything out of the ordinary, namely his entire yard and house, from anyone on the outside, in addition to a few more actively defensive features. But after stepping within the bounds he knew were his wards, no yard appeared, no house.

Having confirmed his suspicions, and with his curiosity piqued by the new illusory effect he was seeing, Harry tried a different tactic. This time, he pictured Diagon Ally. As soon as he appeared, he quickly asked a passerby a question, noting that people could also be mimicked in this illusion with startling ease.

"'Scuse me, but have you got the time? I'm running a bit close and I forgot my watch," he started, hoping to get no response, to have exited the effective range of personalities in the illusory people. No luck, however. The stranger pulled out a watch and answered without hesitation.

"'Bout half past 10, you best hurry. Whatever meeting you got ain't likely to wait for you. Hah!" the man chuckled a bit as he walked away.

Harry was stumped. He had travelled a total of around 300 kilometers, all around Britain, unless he remembered the location of the village wrong. But his house was still a little less than 100 kilometers away from London, and Diagon Ally. That was a huge area for an illusion. Having to combat them from inside kept the auror department up to date on illusory techniques, and as far as they knew, the village he had begun in was about the limit of the amount of detail that could go into an illusion. The people alone should have taken up more power than an illusion could have. He'd talked to several as he wandered around, and everyone had responded like a normal person. He was willing to bet the same was true here, although he wasn't really up to checking. He halfheartedly greeted a few people, and even talked briefly with a shop owner, and all confirmed his suspicions. Harry wasn't sure what to think anymore.

Then, an idea struck him. It was several hundred kilometers away, highly detailed, and definitely impossible to mimic in an illusion. The wards alone were an impossibility, and even if that rule had been ignored like the others, no one knew as much as he did about the castle. Harry was going back to Hogwarts. He turned on his heel, picturing the front of the three broomsticks.

When he arrived, he didn't bother to check inside. He rushed off to Honeydukes, wondering why he hadn't just disapparated there. When he reached the shop, he cast a quick disillusionment spell on himself, before sneaking inside and entering the secret passage, being sure not to move anything in sight of other people or bump one of the customers. Once inside, he began the walk, casting ward detection spells as he went. Auror training covered enough ward breaking for him to get by. The passage was regular enough that he could find his way by their light without need of a lumos.

Suddenly, Harry stopped dead. His ward detection charms had hit something. Something that _blared_ power. Harry was so surprised he nearly stopped breathing. But then he remembered how to analyze wards. Surely the wards of Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry couldn't be mimicked exactly by anything. Surely they…

COULD?!

Harry began to panic. Nothing could mimic wards. He would know. No one was even close to developing that kind of magic. The department of mysteries may not say much, but they did say that, which meant, most assuredly, that no one was even close. When the department of mysteries stopped claiming that no one was close, it meant someone was distantly aware of a theoretical version that could take decades to develop. So HOW?

Casting a few more charms, Harry only grew more confused. Since the Battle of Hogwarts, the wards had been re-updated to a state similar to, though not quite as extreme as, his sixth year. These wards were different. He had never analyzed Hogwarts' wards in a different state than the post battle one he was so familiar with. And yet, if he had to guess, these wards were from a pre-battle state, before even his sixth year. The earliest they could be from was his fifth year! What magic could do THAT?

NO BLOODY MAGIC COULD DO THAT! Impossibilities piling onto each other, Harry began to doubt his hypothesis. But if not an illusion, then what? It had to be magic. These wards, the state of the outside world, even his bloody house, weren't replicated quite right. The only normal thing was the people. Even the people were more detailed than he could believe. That alone rang alarm bells, if normal ones. Detailed people were potentially possible. Not likely, but potentially possible. And yet, next to everything else, they were the most believable thing he'd found!

Eventually, Harry decided that the only course available to him was more investigation. What else could he do? Casting a few spells to protect his identity, some of them quite complex, he prepared to enter the wards. Whatever he found, it wouldn't do to project his identity. Being what the enemy expected was rarely a good idea. He even shifted the bone structure of his face and tidied his hair. Spells were capable of tidying his hair, but he usually chose not to, in remembrance of his father.

After several minutes of spell work, Harry looked only vaguely like himself. His scar was charmed unnoticeable. His face was reshaped. His hair was neat and tidy, though in the curly side. His eyes, he left untouched. Even Ginny hadn't recognized him looking like this, until looking long and hard into his eyes. No one but his wife, and perhaps his friends, who he wanted to recognize him, would connect his current face to his normal one. He may not be Teddy, or Tonks, but he had passed auror training, and did know how to change his appearance.

Confident that even if forced to lower his disillusionment, he would be disguised, Harry stepped through the wards. No longer needing to search for the wards, he cast a lumos, and walked the rest of the passage, wondering, even dreading what he might find. So far, nothing had informed him about where he was, how he had gotten there, or indeed what properties the place he'd found himself in possessed. The most he knew was that comprehension eluded him more vigorously with every new find. Perhaps the castle itself would be different. He had no reason to believe it would, aside from optimism. Harry was running a tad low on optimism, by this point.

At last he reached the castle. Raising his wand to tap on the inside of the statue, he hesitated. He wasn't sure he wanted to continue. Hogwarts was no longer home, but it had been. And it still was a place of solace, of sanctuary. He had always found a way to return there, at least once a year. Hogwarts was a friend, and Harry wasn't sure he could take this friend being twisted like everything else in this illusion. Or whatever it was.

And yet.

Harry knew he needed to continue. He knew it was necessary. He was even still a bit curious, through all the caution his findings had placed on him. So he tapped the statue.

"Dissendum."

_Here goes nothing._

And once again, Harry Potter entered Hogwarts. His first destination was obvious. The Room of Requirement was such complicated magic that no one knew how to _cast_ the stuff anymore, let alone imitate it. And so he headed to the seventh floor, where the Room had settled back in after the Battle of Hogwarts. If this was even a post-battle Hogwarts. Harry didn't want to continue that line of reasoning, it was too disturbing. So he walked to the tapestry of the trolls, and walked back and forth three times, imagining a room where he could finally relax and stop puzzling the damned mysteries of this place.

And then, a door appeared. A very familiar door. This was the door to his bedroom.

Harry tapped the door with his hand.

Harry scanned the door with his wand.

Harry found that this door, almost beyond a shadow of a doubt, was the door to his bedroom. He very hesitantly opened the door, fearing what he would find inside. He looked.

He closed the door, curiosity sated. Then he sank to the ground, defeated. The Room of Requirement confirmed that the well and truly impossible was impossible. There was simply no way that could be true. If one put the facts together, the evidence didn't point to anything possible. Nothing but…well, even that was impossible. He had only heard of it in a muggle series on the telly. No wizard seriously believed in—

Harry felt a sharp pain in his side. He looked up, uncomprehending. Then he curled up and moaned. He had found something more impossible than all of the other things put together. Even the Room paled in comparison to the impossibility of this one.

Harry was looking up at the wizard who had tripped over his invisible, collapsed body.

Harry was looking up at Albus Dumbledore.

**A/N: I know you hate me. I love you too. The chapter really couldn't end anywhere else, as far as I could see. No other point in the story has quite as much impact, although a few will come close. Anyway, what I'm curious about in the meantime is what the people think. I know what's going on. You have to guess. I'm not trying to rub it in. A new chapter explaining nearly everything will be up in a week. In the meantime, I hope for reviews. I have an…interesting way of incentivising them, I think. The story will go on regardless of reviews. But I want your theory of what's going on before you continue with it. Yes, you. I'm talking to the person reading these words, hoping for an explanation, trying to come up with one of your own. Before you continue, even if you get here after the next chapter, I want to know what you think has happened to Harry. That's all. Just type something believable in the review box, and then continue as you normally would. If the next chapter isn't out yet, I sincerely apologize.**

** Best of wishes,**

** feauxen.**


	2. Chapter 2

**A/N: Disclaimer: Disclaimers are a myth. So is my ownership of material I don't even earn money from.**

* * *

><p>Albus Dumbledore. Headmaster of Hogwarts for who knows how many years, Transfiguration Professor before that. A personal friend to Harry, who had slowly but surely gotten to know the man. A flawed man, but a beacon of the best of intentions. Killed in 1997. And tripping over Harry's prone body.<p>

What?

Harry didn't have the energy to get upset anymore. He was simply confused. He barely even noticed as his disillusionment was removed. He did vaguely notice that the counter spell was specific enough to miss his bodily transfigurations. And then he heard a voice he'd not heard for over 30 years.

"Well who might you be?"

That was enough. Harry didn't want to answer the question. Harry curled up into a ball and moaned.

"Are you okay? How did you get here?"

Harry still didn't answer. He felt a faint scanning spell seek after his injuries, and find only a bruised side. Then he felt another spell, whose purpose escaped him. Harry remained curled up in a ball. How was any of this possible? Who was capable of pulling something like this off? Who knew enough to attempt to mimic Albus Dumbledore, dead for decades? Who was crazy enough to try?

And then another solution presented itself. A perfect solution. A solution that seemed to fit all of the facts. Harry Potter, the Boy Who Lived, had died in an ambush. This was the afterlife. This, whatever it was, was the next great adventure that Dumbledore had spoken of so long ago. It was almost heartening news. He could stop trying to figure everything out. He might even be able to have fun, new kinds of fun he'd never been able to experience before. The possibilities were almost endless.

"…told you he couldn't have run off, Headmaster, I placed a tracking spell on him and he hasn't moved. What I'm more interested in is how he managed to get in here."

"Hogwarts does have a great many secrets, Albus. He may have used one of them, or even be one of them. It's quite hard to tell."

The voices had reached Harry, and this time, feeling a little better about himself, having at least reached a conclusion, Harry looked up at them.

"Greetings, Headmaster. It's been a while," Harry began, hardly noticing the increasingly puzzled looks on the two men's faces, "I must say, this is the place I expected to find you. Hogwarts is always a safe bet," Harry smiled placidly as he sat up.

The two men looked down on him, seeming to each be trying to figure a response. "Perhaps you should start at the beginning. Who are you?" asked Dumbledore.

This stopped Harry short. "I'm…Perry," he said, suspicions returning, "I suppose…you don't know me then?"

"No, we don't, Mr. Hauter. You quite suddenly appeared in our castle in the middle of summer, and profess to know me. Yet we know nothing of you. Does that help you understand the situation?" the other man asked. Harry looked more closely at him, really noticing him for the first time. Who was this? He did seem vaguely familiar, but Harry had been speaking to Dumbledore when he'd said—_no._ It couldn't be. Harry remembered where he'd seen this man before. Harry had been twelve at the time. But how would Headmaster Dippet fit into any of his theories? Harry hadn't even known the man. Harry looked back at Dumbledore. And then everything clicked into place. Harry wasn't dead, as best as he could tell. Dumbledore wasn't the headmaster. Dumbledore's beard hadn't even changed color yet. From his low angle, and in his distressed state of mind, Harry had failed to notice red hair where he'd come to expect silver. How had he managed that?

One thing was clear, however. Harry likely wasn't dead. Harry probably wasn't even in an illusion, this was far too complicated. Harry had traveled back in time nearly 100 years.

* * *

><p>Far away, both in kilometers and years, five people gathered themselves, performed a familiar ritual, and vanished without a trace.<p>

* * *

><p>In a more familiar time and place, many party guests at the Burrow were growing restless. Harry was now five hours late to his own birthday party, and no one knew what to do. Harry wasn't usually five minutes late, let alone hours. The Weasleys were all in a fuss, Ginny most of all. She'd flooed their house, but gotten no response. Everyone who would answer was here. Everyone but Harry. If he'd managed to get himself into trouble again, she'd personally take it out of his hide. He may have had a 'saving people thing,' and he may even have been an auror. But that was no excuse for the trouble her husband always found himself in!<p>

"Have you heard anything?"

"Ginny, if I'd heard anything, you'd be the first to know. He's your husband, after all," Hermione said, more than a little exasperated. Hermione, also having an auror for a husband, one who was partnered with Harry, was thinking along the same lines as Ginny. The only difference was that _she_ wasn't nagging anyone. Hermione was doing what she did best: thinking. Harry wasn't the type to miss his birthday party for anything, not after all the missed opportunities he'd had when he was staying at the Dursley's. So where was he? The options weren't great. He could be in deep trouble, although according to Ron they didn't have any dangerous work currently. And other than that…well there weren't too many other explanations. Harry had changed over the years, and Hermione suspected the fame was wearing on him, but she'd always gotten the feeling that he truly enjoyed his birthday parties anyway, since no one at them saw him as anyone other than "just Harry," as he liked to put it. So where the devil could he be, having no reason to be in danger and no reason to avoid his birthday party? Hermione wracked he brain, desperately trying to think of something. Five hours was a long time to go missing with no word from the world without notice, especially on your birthday. Hermione hoped that wherever Harry was, he at least wasn't in trouble.

"Everyone, an owl's just come with a letter from Harry!"

Hermione's thoughts were jarred from their previous track. A letter? That probably meant he wasn't in trouble, at least.

"What's it say?" someone shouted. Chaos was beginning to reign at word from Harry, and Ron, the one who'd received the letter from the owl had to fend everyone off a shout at them to shut it.

"Lay off everyone! I'm going to read it aloud, so SHUT IT!"

Everyone fell silent. Ron had his ways of getting a message across. Then he began to read. As he did, Hermione wasn't even sure what to think. Only one thing seemed truly certain; Harry was in a serious mess. Again.

And he seemed to need their help.

* * *

><p>Harry was in shock yet again. He'd discounted the idea that he'd traveled back in time, it made no sense. It made even less sense than his idea that this was some kind of illusion. Time turners were only good for a day or so of travel, and as such, most wizards, even the ones who had heard of them, never really considered time travel as a possibility. The magic that made a time turner tick was too limited, and didn't work in the forward direction. Yet here he was, talking with a man who'd been dead for decades, earlier in his life than Harry had ever known the him. If this was possible, why didn't more people do it? Could it have to do with the people that attacked him?<p>

Harry slowly came to the realization through his musings that both Dumbledore and Dippet were staring at him, waiting for a response. He struggled to recall the last thing said to him. Oh yes, did he understand the situation better now?

Did he ever.

"Yes…that helps quite a bit, Headmaster. I suppose I was quite mistaken about several things. I've been…lost, for a while, I suppose you could say, and I fear I may be going crazy. I apologize."

"So how are you familiar with me then? I have certainly never met you in any official capacity," Dippet asked.

Harry thought quickly. "You're the Headmaster of Hogwarts. Not exactly a secret who you are, and Albus Dumbledore is a recognizable face. He wowed plenty of people in his time here the first time around, and hasn't exactly stopped. So when Dumbledore goes to fetch someone about an internal Hogwarts security issue, I have a reasonable idea who he's going to get. My familiarity I expressed toward you was due to some personal issues I've been having recently…I apologize." He figured that would do for an explanation until he figured out more thoroughly what exactly was going on.

"I see. Of course, you bring up another issue, your presence here. You didn't disturb the wards on entry, despite no longer being a student here. Normally, in troubled times such as these, I would receive notice of an unexpected visitor such as yourself crossing the ward lines. How did you avoid that?" Dippet wasn't a fool, no matter that Tom Riddle had been able to pull the wool over his eyes. Tom Riddle was a poor measure of one's intelligence and gullibility, due to his charisma and charm.

"I…was being cautious. I awoke earlier today in a situation I never expected to be in and wanted to avoid being recognized, even on the Hogwarts grounds. I see that my fears were unfounded, but one can't be too careful," Harry said, attempting to keep his response as vague as possible, in hope that the details would either fill themselves in, or be unnecessary.

"Too true, I hear Grindelwald has been stepping up his game recently, taking more ground in Germany, and possibly looking for muggle involvement in his crusade. I presume you were caught up in something like that?"

"Yes," Harry said, remembering that his name allegedly came from Germany, "I was visiting family. When he attacked, I thought the sky was falling. I just barely made it out, and I think I was the only one. My family…their whole town…" Harry brought memories of friends lost in the war he had seen action in to the forefront of his mind in an attempt to sell his grief. Unbidden, he discovered tears falling from his eyes, and blinked in surprise. Perhaps he wasn't as recovered from their losses as he'd thought.

Pulling himself together, Harry pushed himself up from the sitting position he'd remained in for the majority of the conversation, taking his feet at last. "At any rate, I came home as soon as I could, but to me, home was always Hogwarts. Hogwarts is certainly safer, at any rate, so I decided to take shelter. Then your professor here stumbled over me, and our little encounter began."

This time Dumbledore spoke, "Do you have a specific reason to fear Grindelwald tracking you down? He may be brutal in his methods, but I would hardly expect him to track you down specifically just because you escaped his grasp, even if you killed his men to do so."

Harry thought fast again, trying to come up with a good explanation for that one. Then it came to him. "I know…private things about Grindelwald's early life he'd prefer be kept quiet. I didn't plan on talking, nor did the man in the village who told me about them. He just knew me pretty well and let them slip in conversation, before swearing me to secrecy. There's a reason Grindelwald destroyed a whole village instead of his usual tactics." Harry knew from his auror background that Grindelwald's typical methods were to imprison those who disagreed with his regime, and attempt to sway the masses before attacking, if he ever got around to attacking a village at all. Criminals who emulated bits of Grindelwald's behavior were sometimes called 'little Grindels' in the office.

Dumbledore spoke again, this time with an odd note to his voice that Harry couldn't quite place. "What information do you have on Grindelwald that he'll track you down and destroy a village over it? Is it important to the war?"

"I'd prefer not to say, if you don't mind. What I know wouldn't actually help with the war effort, and should probably remain secret for everyone's best interests. It's very private, is all, and Grindelwald wants it kept quiet for personal reasons I'll not share." In reality, what Harry knew was Grindelwald's early relationship with Dumbledore, the origin of some of Grindelwald's strongest ideals. He simply thought that was best not to mention in front of Dumbledore himself, even if it did make a good cover story. Dumbledore did look a little bit troubled, however, and Harry worried that Dumbledore might be worried that he knew exactly what he did; that Dumbledore and the most evil wizard of the time had spent a summer together, scheming. At any rate, there was nothing he could do about that.

"If you don't mind, I'm a bit more interested in how you defeated one of the strongest ward schemes known and don't seem to think much of the act," Dippet cut in, apparently satisfied with Harry's answers about Grindelwald.

"Well Headmaster, it's simpler than you might expect to fool these wards when you know what you're doing. I have a bit of ward training myself, that's even how I managed to escape Grindelwald's anti-apparation wards. As it is, the Hogwarts wards are quite vulnerable in one way you're probably quite familiar with: scale. Hogwarts has to let over a thousand students past its wards every year without harming a hair on their heads, so tricking the wards into believing I'm a young student rather than my full age was quite simple." Harry didn't mention that on analysis of the Marauder's Map, Hermione had both discovered the means the wards used to identify people that the map piggybacked off of and a way to circumvent it. So he would show up in any scans using the wards, including the Marauder's Map, as Perry Hauter. But the Marauder's Map didn't exist yet, so he shouldn't have to worry too much about that…

Unless he'd brought it with him. Damn. Another secret to keep from people. He'd taken to carrying it with him since his Albus had graduated, unsure of what to actually do with it now that all of the Marauder's relatives were out of Hogwarts and had no pressing need for it. It was another connection to his father, even if Remus had done more of the arithmantic work. Heck, it was a connection to all of the Marauders, even if he did his best not to think about Pettigrew. The man may have died repaying a life debt to Harry, but that didn't make up for all he'd done in his life, in Harry's book.

"Fooling the wards is really so simple?" Dippet looked quite worried. Harry supposed he'd given the man plenty of reason to be.

"Well, you do have to know how to dismantle a seven point conflux in your head and repurpose it for your own needs. Not a common talent, in my experience. But yes, if you can do that, it isn't terribly difficult to change your status in the wards' eyes. If I'm not mistaken, however, you use a similar process when modifying the wards, just without the added difficulty of doing it from the outside."

"You can dismantle a seven point conflux in your head! Where on Earth did you learn to do that?" Dismantling a seven point conflux in one's head was roughly equivalent to performing muggle multiplication of around five digit numbers _by each other_ in one's head. Possible, but requiring a great deal of time to learn. Harry understood the man's amazement.

"I can. It isn't actually so difficult, once you learn it, but the same has been said of dancing, and I really don't understand dancing at all," Harry replied, attempting to downplay his talents per his usual distaste for a spotlight.

This time Dumbledore spoke up. "I do believe that Perry is correct about ward manipulation, it is a far easier field to get into than ward breaking. His feat is quite impressive indeed, but as he simply wanted to repurpose the seven point conflux, it is theoretically sound. I'm more curious what kind of profession merited learning such a skill."

This time, an answer came easily to Harry. He was getting the hang of his alleged back story. "Surviving near the front of Grindelwald's war did, that's what. I may be British, but with my family in Germany, I've been staying over there, helping anywhere I could for years now. Thank heaven for translation charms, without them staying with my family and helping out would have been very difficult indeed. But being so close to a war teaches a man things he may have hoped never to learn."

"I suppose it does," Dippet said, looking suddenly thoughtful, "I don't suppose you have much accreditation in the subject of Defense Against the Dark Arts?" the man sounded almost hopeful.

Accreditation? As an auror Harry had more than most. But he couldn't really say that decades before being trained and hires as an auror.

"Defense Against the Dark Arts? No, I suppose I don't, unless you count my O in the N.E.W.T. After school ended I was more focused on helping my family out on the continent."

Dumbledore spoke up again. "Headmaster, are you considering—

"Yes, I am considering it, Albus. Is that a problem? He fits the profile, and needs shelter."

"Wait, what profile? What are you two talking about?" Harry asked, curious and a little worried. The profiles he usually dealt with described criminals, and fitting one wasn't a good thing. Fitting a profile meant one needed an alibi and—

"Perry, I'll be direct," Dippet said.

Harry shifted uncomfortably.

"Would you like to work as our Defense Against the Dark Arts professor?"

* * *

><p><strong>AN: No, the job's not cursed yet. There is something that a few of you may have noticed which doesn't fit with cannon, but I'll leave that to the next chapter, unless someone spots it and asks in a review. For reference, all changes to cannon that occur will take place as the story does, because of actions and characters that I write about. None of the off-screen changes to cannon to make it suit my fic will occur. Unless I screw up. So I'm counting on you guys to keep me to Rowling's cannon, not that there's too much overlap here. I'll be covering things that happened before or after the events of the books, so any serious canonical changes would have to go through the butterfly effect before actually having an impact. Don't worry about that too much. Yet.**

**At any rate, you can expect one chapter or so from me every week for this story, although they won't all come out on Wednesdays. That was to give everyone a defined date that the cliffhanger would be resolved, to avoid review begging.**

**Best of wishes,**

**feauxen.**

* * *

><p><strong>KatieMarrie, you have disabled private messages, so you leave me no choice but to suggest Death of Tomorrow by Epic Solemnity in this medium. White Squirrel is also an author whose works I quite enjoy. I read your profile and wanted to suggest something like you asked, but couldn't, because PMs are disabled. Anyway, I hope you enjoy!<strong>

**(And congratulations on being my first ever reviewer! I really wish more people would review my work…)**

**Yes that was a not-so-subtle hint, everyone who chose not to review.**


	3. Chapter 3

**A/N: I claim that disclaimers are stupid, and a waste of time. The bloodsucking—I mean lawyers claim that disclaimers aid in the stopping of potential lawsuits.**

**Unfortunately, I think they have a point.**

**That doesn't change my lack of ownership of Rowling's intellectual property. Honestly, do I have to do this…? That was rhetorical. Why do I hear a humming in my ear that sounds like a bloodsucking insect telling me I'm wrong?**

* * *

><p>"Would you like to work as our Defense Against the Dark Arts professor?"<p>

Harry was quite a bit surprised at that. He didn't exactly have a plan, but he was well aware that changing the past was a huge no-no, even among the wizarding population who were possibly capable of such a feat. Fascinatingly, it seem that uncertainty of what the past held would remove the taboo, because that always seemed to end in nothing actually changing, save one's knowledge of events. But going back in time and becoming the Defense Against the Dark Arts teacher while Albus Dumbledore was still alive didn't fit into either of those two allowed results, as far as Harry could tell. That was something he simply knew hadn't happened, something which would likely change history, and yet no law of time had kicked into effect and stopped him from doing it. So why was there a taboo, and was Harry about to find out the hard way? That didn't sound appealing at all.

"I…I'm honored you think me capable, but don't you have a professor for that position already?" Harry asked, hoping to slip out of this situation as gracefully as possible, so that he could leave places he might know what was supposed to happen. If he'd had any hope of literally turning invisible and running away like an embarrassed kid, he would have. Unfortunately, he was face to face with Albus Dumbledore, so he probably wouldn't get away with that.

"Yes, we do have Professor Merrythought, but she has expressed some weariness of late. She's done good work and has begun to feel the pull of retirement. I doubt she intended to act on it so soon, but as a golden opportunity has presented itself, I see no reason not to hire you, and let an old woman enjoy what life she has left," Dippet replied calmly.

"But surely you don't want to hire me on my word alone? I could be anyone!" Harry said, beginning to grasp at straws.

"Unless you can also change who the wards think you are, you are who you say you are: Perry Hauter. And we also know you're skilled enough at magic to slip past the wards, and very likely skilled enough to survive near a warzone, and on a battleground. You also appear to need shelter. There are many reasons to hire you as our Defense Against the Dark Arts professor," Dippet said, clearly a bit confused that Harry wasn't jumping at the opportunity.

Harry, on the other hand, was simultaneously thanking Hermione's genius and cursing his wife's drunken stupor that had led to 'Perry Hotter.' Without Hermione's analysis of the Marauder's Map, he would have been identified as Harry Potter, which almost definitely would have caused some temporal disaster. Harry wasn't sure what was worse though, the thought of a potentially universe-ending disaster, or having to go by his wife's silly bedroom name until he could figure out a way back to his time. Considering that he could have come up with a different name and hadn't, Harry decided that the bedroom name was far worse. What had possessed him to choose THAT name as an alias, of all the names he could have chosen…?

Dumbledore cleared his throat. "I personally agree with Mr. Hauter here, Headmaster. We can't just hire him. We should definitely patch up that hole in the wards he found, and if he helps with that, it will likely be much easier. But hiring a man we just met? That goes a little far."

"Nonetheless, Albus, we should give him the shelter he requires. And I don't doubt that things will become clearer by the start of the term. For now, Perry, you may stay here, and I wouldn't recommend leaving, at least until—" Dippet stiffened.

"Headmaster? What's wrong?" Dumbledore asked.

"Intruders! They seem to be only a few meters away from here! How on Earth did _they_ get in?" Dippet looked suspiciously at Harry as he asked this.

"I have no idea how they got in here, but if they're who I think they are, we'll need help taking them on." Harry was conflicted. He was nervous, and suspected that whoever had sent him back in time, and abducted him, had finally caught up to him. But at the same time, their presence offered the opportunity to find out just what the hell was going on.

"Sonorous," Dumbledore muttered, and his voice echoed throughout the castle, "All professors, we have intruders on the seventh floor! They are in the main northern corridor! Quietus. Help is on the way. In the meantime, I think we should head toward these intruders and attempt to limit their movement. Unless that would be unwise for some reason?" The question was clearly directed at Harry.

"None that I know of, but exercise extreme caution. They nearly got me once with a spell that ignores shields."

"Lovely. Let us go then. Headmaster, do be careful."

Dippet didn't seem to mind the warning, "Don't worry Albus, I don't doubt you're far better than me at this. Mr. Hauter probably is too, I've never been in a war." And with that, he walked off, leading them to the intruders he'd detected. They all pulled their wands out, readying for a fight. After a few turns, he stopped. "Unless I miss my guess, they're somewhere around here. I detected their entry just around this corner," Dippet said, pointing in front of them.

Harry wasn't quite sure what alerted him to the enemy behind them. He suspected later he may have merely remembered their earlier ambush and acted on pure instinct. Whatever it was, he jumped to the right, straight into Dumbledore, the target of the surprise attack. As they fell to the ground, he slashed his left hand wildly, his right hand, and his wand, pinned to Dumbledore. Using the motion, he conjured a wide arc of ice and sent it flying in the general direction of the attacker. This bought enough time for them both to fall to the ground, at which point Harry rolled off of Dumbledore as he freed his wand hand and conjured a shield by instinct.

Then Harry remembered his first fight, and dodged to his left just as a spell cut through the space his torso had just occupied. "Don't try to shield yourself, they've got some way of penetrating them!" he shouted, as he sent four stunners down the hall, attempting to limit the as yet unseen attacker's movement. Just as he was about to follow up with a spell right down the opening he'd left for the attacker to dodge to, however, he saw a yellow spell fly into the opening, conjuring ropes around and invisible person. Harry sent his stunner anyway, for good measure, and then looked at where Dumbledore had fallen to confirm his suspicions. He saw that he was correct. Dumbledore had recovered sufficiently to send a silent incarcerous into the gap between his spells. He wasn't the man who'd taken on Grindelwald at the height of his power for nothing.

"Thank you, Mr. Hauter. I daresay that would have gone much worse without you here," Albus said, sounding a bit shaken, "although I must ask how you knew the attack was coming. I thought for a moment you had attacked me, that was so sudden."

"I don't know…the last time I fought these guys, the same thing happened, and invisible attacker when I least expected it. I think it was just too similar a situation, and we were too close to them for there not to be an ambush," Harry replied, uncertain himself what had happened. He was used to these intuitive moments, however. In his career as an auror he'd found his instincts sharpening to an incredible degree, detecting a flash of danger just before it struck. He'd asked around the office, but no one could really explain it. He'd learned to live with it, especially as it tended to save his life in a fight. The funny thing was, it almost felt like…that.

Harry ducked and rolled, having felt it again, this time much stronger. The attack came from the other direction this time, and wasn't directed solely at him. Dumbledore was ignored, as he was still on the ground, but two spells passed through the air over his head as he rolled, and Dippet, who had been facing the attackers, conjured a shield just before two other spells reached him. Surprisingly, one of the attacks appeared completely foiled by the shield, while the other, a split second later, struck the Headmaster directly in the chest. He slowly crumpled to the ground as Harry finished rolling and stood back up, immediately lunging forward and casting the wide-angle spell he'd cast earlier, attempting to disable his opponents. He saw two shields, a strange shade of green, appear out of thin air, and heard two thuds as two of the assailants dropped to the ground. As this version of the spell didn't need to travel through walls, those two would be out of the fight for a whole minute, and even when they recovered, would find their spell casting unpredictable at best.

Harry focused on the nearer of the two shields he could see, which revealed the location of an enemy. Still keeping his forward momentum, he fired several stunners, bombardment hexes, and a few cutting curses at the shield, attempting to wear it out. Surprisingly, it held up to his bombardment, but by this point, he was close enough to swing with his left fist straight through the shield. He felt it connect with something solid, and the shield went down. He knew that any shield capable of withstanding that many spells couldn't also protect from physical attacks, Hermione had instilled enough spell theory in him that he understood the basics. Well, the ones that were useful in combat anyway. He quickly finished the assailant off with a stunner, noting briefly in surprise that it was a rather young woman as she flickered back into view.

Then he turned to see whether Ron had taken the other one out, and instantly realized that he'd made a huge mistake. Ron wasn't there, like he always was in a fight, watching Harry's back. And the other green shield was still there. Harry started to dodge the inevitable spell coming his way, only to see the floor erupt from under the shielded assailant, both lifting and encasing them in solid, living stone. A stunner neatly hit the air just above the stone and a woman's head flickered into view, flopping to the side. Harry quickly looked back the direction he'd come, seeing Dumbledore on his feet again, wand pointed at the now stone-encased attacker. Well, he may not fight like Ron, but Dumbledore sure did pack a mean punch. He even had red hair, although Ron had never grown his that long. Or had much of a beard.

"Thanks, Professor. I got a bit caught up in the fight there."

"Please, call me Albus. Professor from an adult makes me feel quite old," Dumbledore responded mildly, "And you're quite welcome. Consider this a returned favor for saving me earlier."

"Oh…Of course," Harry said, off balance. The idea of calling Dumbledore anything but professor just felt off. He supposed that was the result of never knowing Dumbledore as anything other than a teacher, when he himself had been a student.

Harry remembered the two assailants he'd knocked down as he charged, and conjured a small rainfall to find them. Seeing the dry spots on the floor, he sent two quick stunners their way and tied them up for good measure, conjuring ropes on the woman he'd charged down as well. He dismissed the rain with a wave of his wand and then asked, "Do you think that was all of them?"

"I certainly hope so. These are quite skilled opponents, and they appear to be experts at ambushing tactics. At any rate—

An elderly witch ran up to them, interrupting Dumbledore, "Albus! What's going on, and who are these people? And who's he?" she puffed, pointing at Harry.

"These are the intruders I told the castle about. We aren't sure how many there are around, as they appear to have stunned the Headmaster somehow. And this is Perry Hauter, a man who might just be interested in taking over your job," Dumbledore replied, before walking over to the Headmaster and waving his wand, muttering something to himself.

"After my job, eh? Well you seem to have kept up with Albus in a fight here, so I'd imagine you'll be a great fit!" the old witch said, before turning to Dumbledore, "Is he alright?"

"He appears to be merely unconscious, although a simple enervate isn't doing anything. We should get him to the hospital wing as soon as possible, though without him, we have no way of knowing how many intruders there were."

Harry spoke up, "We should get him to the hospital wing anyway. I'll carry him, you two keep an eye out for any more of these guys."

"Speaking of, do you think you could manage carrying them, too? We shouldn't just leave them when there could be more about to revive them," the old witch pointed out.

"Good idea," said Harry, "I'll levitate them all then, if you could release the one you encased, Dumbledore?"

"Please, get used to calling me Albus. After seeing you fight, I have no doubt we'll be colleagues before long," Dumbledore—no, Albus requested as he released the woman from the stone and bound her with rope.

"He's that good? I expected to be teaching for at least a few more years, finding a good Defense professor during these times can be quite difficult," the old witch, who Harry supposed was the current defense professor, interjected.

"He's very good. He's been on the warfront for quite some time now, but needs shelter," Albus replied. Harry levitated all of the assailants and the Headmaster, and they began to walk to the hospital wing. "Now we should keep quiet, who knows whether sound will give away our position," Albus continued, leading the way. The other professor fell in behind Harry, keeping one eye firmly behind them.

As they walked, Harry had time to think. He didn't know exactly what year it was, although he could ask for the date, and hope that someone answered with the year. Maybe getting a look at the Daily Prophet would be a better idea; he'd be less likely to draw suspicion that way. But the problem of his presence in his own distant past remained. Harry wasn't sure how to avoid changing things, or whether he even could change events without something horrible happening. He hoped that interrogating the people they'd captured would clear things up a bit, but he was afraid of staying too close to Hogwarts. He knew too many things about its history for sticking around to be a good idea, especially since he'd prefer to get back to the future he left, and doing so would be quite difficult if he was obliterated by a paradox, or somehow managed to change the flow of time and wipe out the future he knew. Harry desperately hoped it wouldn't come to that. But he also didn't see a good way to get out of Hogwarts now that they thought he needed shelter there, and knew he'd make a good defense professor. He also imagined that keeping the men who'd attacked them at Hogwarts would be best until he knew more. For all he knew, sending men who could in all likelihood travel in time would result in their swift and mysterious disappearance. At Hogwarts, however, he could exert influence as a professor, should he be hired, to ensure their secure detainment, unlike the ministry of the past that he didn't work for.

Resolving that staying at Hogwarts looked like the best idea, Harry was surprised to see that they were just outside the hospital wing. He supposed he'd been quite preoccupied, and fortunate to have two professors keeping a lookout, although they hadn't been attacked. Dumbledore—or Albus, Harry supposed, opened the doors and walked inside, followed by Harry and the other professor.

"Albus!" Harry heard a surprisingly familiar voice exclaim, "I heard you talking about some kind of intruders, did you take care of—" At this point, Harry had levitated the six unconscious men through the doors, answering the unfinished question. "I see. I might have gone to help if I hadn't been tending to George here," the nurse indicated a man who looked both nothing like the George Harry knew and also as though he'd been attacked by a large beast, maybe a thestral by the bite marks out of his arms and one of his legs, "but why did you bring them here?"

"We brought them here because there may be more who would wake them, and we needed to bring the headmaster here for treatment. He was hit by some kind of stunning spell that doesn't work with the usual counter curse," Albus replied.

"Oh dear…let me finish treating George, it'll only take a few minutes. Set the headmaster on a bed and I suppose for now you can put those men on beds as well, we have room," the nurse said, turning back to the man she'd been tending when they walked in. Harry lowered the headmaster and the others onto six beds and heaved a sigh of relief. It may not be as strenuous as physically lifting something, but lifting it magically still took something out of you, more so the bigger it got. Curious, and having spare time, Harry walked up to the headmaster and cast the basic scanning spells he'd learned in training. He discovered that nothing notable was wrong with the headmaster, aside from his unconsciousness. Puzzled, Harry attempted to enervate him, to no avail. Harry remembered Hermione had taught him a complicated curse detection spell after Ron had nearly died to a particularly nasty and difficult to detect curse just weeks ago. How did it go? Concentrate on something you hate, he remembered that because it was easy to conjure up an image of Voldemort's face even years after his death. But the incantation was complicated too, and the wand movement was tricky, though he'd trained that into muscle memory like all the spells he knew. If he could recall the incantation, the movement would come to him. It was…kessif something. Kessif han…esthri? Yes, that was right.

Enunciating clearly and twisting his wand in the peculiar way the spell required, Harry incanted, "Kessif han esthri," and was relieved to finally detect something. It appeared that the spell on the headmaster was out of sync with nearly all magic, hence its unresponsiveness to normal spells, detection, and shields. The curse on Ron had been quite similar, although it had caused its victim to slowly bleed out of small wounds all over their body and use their own magic to vanish the blood, making it nearly unnoticeable until the victim was on unconscious, death's door. Harry had been lucky to get Ron to St. Mungo's and to find a Healer who knew how to detect and halt such effects within seconds of apparating, otherwise Ron may have died in the hospital because treatment couldn't be rendered fast enough. Hermione had drilled the counter spell into his head along with the detection spell, so he tried that as well.

"Ijhellatu jhame!" He incanted, and was relieved to see the headmaster's eyes open.

"How on Earth…? I scanned the headmaster myself! There was nothing medically or magically wrong with him!" Albus exclaimed

Dippet spoke up, "What's that? Where are we and what happened to the men attacking us?"

"The men who attacked you are on the beds to your right, sir," said Harry, "and we are now in the hospital wing. You were unconscious and common means of waking you were ineffective."

"And yet Perry here had little trouble reviving you! Frankly I find it a little suspicious how easily he removed that spell, and avoided the intruders' attacks. It's almost like he was in league with them, and now he's trying to build our trust!" Albus, it seemed, wasn't terribly trusting.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Yep. That looks like a truly horrible place to end it. I'll be hated for days for this at least. Oh well, I did promise a chapter a week, and it is currently 11:50PM Pacific Standard Time on Saturday the 23****rd****. Meaning it is still technically the week after the last week in which I released a chapter, so I've kept good to my word. Because that's all I promised.**

** I am sorry this chapter took so long though. It's been a difficult week, and this chapter didn't cooperate with me at all, either. Harry wanted to preserve the time stream and I want him at Hogwarts…for undisclosed reasons. In the end, the real solution will come in the next chapter, but at any rate, I gotta stop writing and post this fast before the week ends!**

**Best of wishes,**

**feauxen**

* * *

><p><strong>Disclaimer: Lawyers, I meant no offense. I considered becoming a lawyer once. You people just make a good scapegoat for the silliness that is the legal landscape. ;P<strong>


End file.
